Save a Thief from the Gallows , and hee hang thee if he 
can: Or, The Mercifull Father, and the Mercileſſe Sonne, 
The tunè is, Fortune my Foe, 
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Ou dilobedtent Childzen mark my fal. n Foz ſaving me J ſongbt his dear life's woe, 
Azd by mp timeledte end take warning all, Py gentle Fathers timeleſſe ov:rthzow. 
Againſt my own dear Father J hate done D Foz wanting means ſtil to relte ve my nted, 
A de&d, the like did never graceleſſe Don. | 7 Put me in mind to do a wofulld&d, 
and ſ&k his blood the high · way ants iin. 


In bloming pears I was entit o to iin. 

C'r 2 perce(v'd what danger lay therein. © Who wanting gzace, J ſoon orew perfect in. 
And lo fcom dap to day until this hour $ Pp Fathers bzother of good living known, 

Lo lia de the ſame as pet 4 had no power, Being dead, as next of kinthep were mins own. 


Py Pother vrav, my Father * 7 — __ 22 with theſe accurſed hands, 
gs men weill de when Potheriefle wee be, o be the Betr of all mp Uncles Lands. - 

And nothing then ſoz me he thonght to dear. 9 Ta'thm/nd pꝛe par d foz murder thus went, 
W bich bꝛeught me thus un:o a gaceleſle fear. 9 Unto the field where he did much frequent, 
And when as A te eider years dio grow, ; where met{nghim, with mp own Fathers knife 
By wicked courſes got J timely wee. Which J hav ſtolen, J took away his life. 

Each vain delight belonging to Boung-men, I And tafd it down all bloodp by his ſis, 
Wecetved me and w2ought mp rutae then, 5 That an might ſe my Uncle there-with dy d. 
{The deadiy ns that ate in number ſeven (den And challeng'd it mp Fathers knife to bo, 
Without moꝛe gꝛace have loft mp jopes in Þea- When people came the mmdered coꝛps to l&. - 
From firſt to laſt of theſs moſt cut ſed crimes, $ O Yomicive / O curſed tipzons bzood, 

Have made me now a wonder of theſs times. Mike Cain, toſ&k thy Fathers deareſt blood, 
Foz warting means to nouriſh mp deligbt, $ Pp own dear Father being thus betrap d, 

J went the wrong. and lee the wapes of right. 9 7 bis own Child the Evidence was made. 

M hich to maſntain, my Fatber growing poz S0 judg d to death foz that be ne vet did, 
Fozgetting God I vatip rob d łoꝛ mote, Lhe W oꝛd in mercy did the lame foabtd, 

Tbꝛe times be ſav'o me from the Galob tre, 7 Foz as he was to Execution led 

Lhe times he caſt bimſelt (a debt fo2 me, k A world of toʒments in my boſome bed. 


2 


Thie times he let me up in good eflate, Lo ſæ bim tand upon the Galtow tre, 
Jn hops io keep me from untimelx fate. - From whfch befoze gcov man he ſaved ms, 
By me the Pzoverb is fulfilted here, could not chule bat tei what J bad done, 


Who ſaves a thief from gallows findxj; dear. And lo confefſe mp (elf a wicked ſon. 


Save a Thief from the Gallows , and hee hang thee if he 
can: Or, The Mercifull Father, and the Mercileſſe Sonne, 
The tunè is, Fortune my Foe, 
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Jn hops io keep me from untimelx fate. - From whfch befoze gcov man he ſaved ms, 
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The Confeſſion and Repentance of George Sanders, Gen 
cleman, I. te of Sugh, in the Coun y of Hertford. who killed his own Uncle, and 2Ccuſed 
his own Father for the murder, but by Gods providence being diſcovered he dy- 
«d tor the ſame where he wrote this Song with bis own hand, 


Com. judgements now aro rigbtip ſcen ſafo 7 I ſinned have, for fin God curfi the ground, 


Dear Father 3 have llain him let me dye, 


O let me dps, znvſet-mp Father free, 
Oz elſe like Judas damned ſhall 3 bez 


Whereat tbe prop!e in that very place, 


There pzaiſed God that gave me ſo mach gꝛace, 


_ Eoquit mp Father from that crying ſin, 


where J with red-bloo» ſtreams am dzowned in. 


Po Father ſav'd, and J to Pꝛiſon \ nt, 
. Where J remain with manp a ſav lament, 


Repentance comes beloꝛe my dytag dap. 


His Repentance in Priſon. 


| To the ſame tune, 


| Ongſt Lyons fell in Daziels Den am / 
M In toweft priſon caſt with Jeremy, 
Fed with Elias by the Ravens fel, 


And plac'd with Judas in the maw of hell, 


Naked with Eſaxfeartull do I walk, 

Dumb wich old Zachary filent do | talk, 
Afflictions bred with Micha is my food, 

And wich the Prophets drink I ſorrews flood. 


As poor as Joby even now ſo poor am I, 
Deſpis'd wich Lazarus in great mĩſery, 
Baniſht wich David from my native land,; 
Caft up with Toes on the Ninivites ſand, 
Made blind with Toby by the Swallows dung, 
And with poor Iaſepb caft in priſon ftrong, 

I weep with Mary who had loft her Maſter, 
And run with Peter who ſhould run the faſter, 


Mich when pon ſec, vou cannot chuſe but ſap 


I finned have for fin the world was drown d: 
I ſinned have, fin Sodom ſet on fire: 
Alſo for ſin did Egypt ſetl Gods ire. Ys 


I finnied have, for fin did Adam die: 

I tinned have, fin cauſed David: cry: 
ſinned have. and for fin Satan fell 
From an high Angel to a Devil in Hell. 


Did Pavia weep, and ſhall I not then cry? 

Did Mary weep, and ſhall mine eyes be dry: 

Did Eſau weep, and ſhall not I weep more 2 
id Peter weep ſuch tears? let me have ſtore. 


Did Mary weep for loſs of Maſter dear ? 

Did Martha weep with ſorrow t oucht full near? 
Spring eyes with tears to waſh his ſacred feet, 

1 bar for my fin did ſhed his blood moſt ſweets 


Lark-like J fly unto the living ſpringy 

* Deficing pardon of my heavenly King, 

Faſt worldly hope now like the chief on tree, 
Lonely fix my faich and hope on thee. 


Look back on me as thou didſt unto Peter, 
Speak to my ſoul, as to the thief moſt ſweeter, 

© ſpy me out with Zache on the tree, (ther: 
And wich ſweer Bartholomew call me Lord to 


O let me now with holy Abraham ſpy, 

A ſaving Ram that Iſaac may not die, 

O let melive for to ſound forth thy praiſe, 
Thar I may ſhew thy mercy in my days. 
Make me a ſparrow in thy houſe, O King. 
That ſwallowelike | may fit there and fing: 
$ O let me in thy Temple keep a door, 

$ That / may praiſe thy name for evermore. 

4 George Sanders, 
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